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—with much groaning and creaking, we dragged and
the men pushed and the beastly thing crawled out.
No damage was done.
Next day we went down a copper mine. It was
awful! Of course the manager showed us the show
parts, the great passages well ventilated and the won-
derful machinery, but we saw few men working. I had
been put up to things by ' wicked' friends in the
I.W.W. and I started to ask awkward questions. I
insisted on going into hot places and seeing men
working with pick and with drill. I insisted on climbing
into a stoop. I saw a man drilling the copper ore
without the water appliance to keep the dust down and
breathing in copper dust eight mortal hours every day.
This is nothing but murder, as the dust sticks in the
throat and eats into the trachea and they die for sure
of a terrible form of consumption. The hospitals are
full of men suffering from work in the mines. Two men
were injured during our short stay, one internally. We
saw him at the hospital and they thought him dying.
They told us few men live to be old in Butte, Montana.
From Butte we went across the Rockies to Seattle,
passing through the waste lands of Montana, weird,
unwholesome-looking mountains, slimy rocks and
hollows and slimy brown earth with patches of dead
grass or sage bush, looking as if the Deluge had just
drained off it, and as if each hummock might hide a
scaly, prehistoric monster, and each stagnant pool a
water snake. For hours and hours we passed through
this, like nothing I had ever seen before, until we came
to the Cascade Mountains, where innumerable brooks
and green pines and great cliffs surrounded us. The
railway line is a marvel. Round horse-shoe curves, up
and down mountains and over ravines. I wonder that
the engineers are not national heroes. They certainly
ought to be.
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